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406H,mMS0RKV I FRIGHTENED YOU! I'M LARRY J I -I'M THE ONS WHO 
PHILLIPS --WEE LAKE PHOTOGRAPHCR! t WAS JUST <SH0UL0 AP0UX1IU-- 
5PKUU1IN& ABOUT THE GOOD-LOOKING- PICTURE) FOR BREAKING S>- 

TO YOUR CABIN 



VlEAPT UP FROM THE SOFA STARTLED. BUT EVEN THEN I HAD 
A PLEASURABLE SENSATION AT THE SIGHT OF THE HANDSOME 
FACE WITH THE WARM, TENDER EYES, GAZING INTO MINE. 
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'l WAS COUNTING ON DOING A CERTAIN 
ASSIGNMENT TODAY, BUT IT FELL 
THROUGH AT THE LAST MNUTE! NO 
EXPLANATIONS 



A$RY LOOKED SAD AS HE TOLD ME OF A STROKE OF BAD LUCK,. 
AND I FELT SUDDENLY CLOSE TO HIM... IN SADNESS. 
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FOR NOT iOtm ME? OF 
COURSE! --BUT WOT FOR 
CAUSING ME ANO BOTH 
OUR FAMILIES ALL THE 
TROUBLE AND WORRY OF 
THESE LAST FEW 
DA\ 



I BUT IT WAS SUCH 
' AN IMPOSSIBE. i 
SITUATION.'HOW 
COULD I EXPLAIN ? 



yOU COULD HAVE MADE THE EFFORT, 
BUT I REALIZE NOW THAT YOU'LL KEEP 
ON HURTIN6 PEOPLE- AND HURTIN6 
YOURSELF. -TILL YOU LEARN TO FACE 
PROBLEMS IWSTEAO OF RUNNING 
OUT ON THEM! GOOPSVE.' 



ft HADN'T 
EXPECTED 
NEIL TO BE SO 
RELENTLESS. 

THAT 
TERRIBLE 
MOMENT 
WHEN I 
FOUND 
MYSELF 
ALONE ON 
THE 
STREET . 
CORNER 
SHOCKED 
ME TO THE 
FULL 
REALIZATION 
OF MV 
TERRIBLE 
WRONG.. . 
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•tfHERE WAS NO 10N0ER ROOM FOR INDECISION. I HAD 
TO BEGIN MAKING AMENDS FOR MV WRONGS "AND NOW! 
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em one dav in the office - - 

'liz.take a look at these 
photographs! the 6irl looks 



congratdlations.liz; 
you look like a dream 
ih all of them! say, 
who is larry phillips 
inyourufe? 



L ARRY ? OH, JUST A PHOTO 
RAPHER WHO ASKED ME 
TO POSE FOR HIM -- (AND 
' THE MAN MY HEART WILL 
ALWAYS 
BELONG 
TO!) 







9 

WATCHED 




THE 




PAPERS 




EAGERLY 




FOR 




THE 




AWARD 




ANNOUNCE- 




MENTS, 




AND 




A 




FEW 




DAYS 




LATER — 
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RAN 
| DOWNSTAIRS 
, AND POUND 
LARRY 
IN THE 
HALL. 
r HIS SOLEMN 

FACE 
\DESTROYgD 
ANY 
HOPES r 

4 MIGHT HAVE 
fi HAD OP HIS 
SFORGIVEN6SS 
BUT 
JUST 
FOR THE 

SIGHT 
OF HIM, 
LMY HEART 
SANG! 
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"8 



ICXy EASILY WON THE DIVINS HONORS 
ASAIN AND AFTER THE CONTEST HE 
CAME SEARCHINS FOR ME 



COME ON, PET .'YOU'LL 1 
HAVE TO HELP ME 
CELEBRATE MY 
VICTORY TODAY. iT 
WON'T TAKE ME BUT 
A FEW MINUTES TO 
SET DRESSED. 



dcKY'S 
SUPERB 
FI&URE 
SPORTED 
CLOTHES AS 
SMOOTHLY AS 
A DEPARTMENT 

STORE 
MANIKIN.ANO 
I SENSED THE 
ADMIRING 
FEMALE 
(fLANCES 
SENT IN HIS 
DIRECTION 

AS WE 
ARRIVED 
AT PIERRE'S 
ROOF 
GARDEN — . 



GOOD EVENING, MR. BOWMAN. 
I HAVE A NICE TABLE FOR TWO. 
WONDERFUL DIVING EXHIBITION 
YOU SAVE TODAY. 1 WAS 









WAS A 




STAR- 




STUDDED 




NIGHT 




MADE FOR 




ROMANCE, 




AND ANY 




OTHER 




GIRL 




THERE- 




WITH 




RICKY 




WOULD 




HAVE FELT 




AS IF A 




SMALL 




PIECE OF 




HEAVEN 




HAD 




DROPPED 




ON HER. 




BUT 1 WAS 




STRANGELY 




TENSE... 
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) ICKV BROUGHT ME CLOSE TO HIM 
I SftW THE LOVE MIRRORED 
IN HI6 EVES 



KBREN,TOU'RE LOVELV, 
IRRESISTABLV 
LOVELY 
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'us 

WIMMINd 
SUITS WERE 
UHPER OUH 
CLOTHES 
ANP BOTH 

OF US 
WERE SOON 
RACINS 
FOR THE 
COOL, 
INVITING 
WATER. 1 
COULDN'T 

HELP 
COMPARING 
EPPIE'S 
SPARE 
FRAME WITH 
RICKY'S 
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Jhe following Monday as i was pheparinis to leave the 
t OFFICE... 



KAREN.' RICKY BOWMAN IS 
OUTSIDE WAITING FOR YOU .' 
OHHH-WHAT A CREAM MAN. 1 
INTRODUCE ME, WILL YOU 



y firm resolution to break with 
Tricky was watered down consider- 
ably AS I BASKED IN THE SUNSHINE OF HIS 
DEVOTION... 



, ALL RK5HT, 

RICKY. 1 1 
'LOVE TO SEE 
YOU SO 
THROUGH 
YOUR PACES 
ANYWAY.' 
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5PPIE PHONEP ME AT THE OFFICE THE NEXT 
5 PAV ANP INSISTED I MEET HIM AT OUR 
FAVORITE BENCH IN THE PARK 



BUT, PARLIN6--WHV 
PIP WE HAVE TO MEET 
HERE ? YOU COULD 
HAVE COME TO THE 
APARTMENT 
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WELL--THEY SAY THERE'S V I'M 
NOTHING LIKE FINDING OUT A SORRY 
IW TIME. 'SHE'S ALL ABOUT 
YOURS, EDDIE .'I'M T THE 
BOWING OUT.' /MISUNDERSTAND 
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AMD I KNOW WE'LL 
BOTH PASS IT THIS 
' TIME, ELAINE... I 
JUST KNOW IT 




But that wasn't the truth! Actually, 
when something didn't come to me 
quickly, easily. .when, it took time, 
and effort to gain, I always found 
some excuse to give upon it- 




I hated tit, 
dull, drab, ' 
monotonous 
filing job 1 held 

■with 
Howard Silks- 
hated every 
Stupid minute 
Of it. 
And that morning , 
it work, Icouldn't 
Stop daydreaming 
about the thing 
1 still yearned 
to be,,. 



IT MUST BE WCNPEKHIi 

REALLY WONPEKTUi TO BE 
AN AIRLINE 
STEWARDESS. 



Yes, I dreamed about it, but that's 
all I did. Then a voice woke mje, 
suddenly. It was Vic Saunders, 
the firm's bookkeeper, xdidntcare 
much for Vic in any nay. But he was 
always conveniently around and I let 
Jiiw date me. often 
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SWELL, ELAINE. IS. SOMETIMES K 
IT'S A DATE. £ I WONDER WHY A 
SEE VOU AT tffl LET HIM TAKE WE 



But inactvality, 1 kmwthe, 
answer to that. I didn't have to 
TRY to interest Vie. When I pt 
hovne from, work that evening, 
Jean-v/as all smiles and — 



YES, I APPLIEP THIS 
MORNING, TOOK THE 
TESTASAINAND 
PASSEP.'.THEY 
SIGNEP M£ RIGHT 
UP FOR TRAINING; 
OH, ELAINE, YOU 
SHOULO'VE TRIEP, 



WELL 
CONGRATULATIONS, 
JEANIE. THAT'S SWELL 
NEWS. NO WONPER 
YOU'RE SO HAPPY 
TONIGHT. 
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Suddenly 
my heart was 
doing cartwheels 
as 1 looked into 
JtffAdams'eyes. 

They were the 
bill trackless 
trails of the open. 
Sky set in the, 
chiseled, rugged 
Setting of his 
bromed face. 
Iks voice was as 
deep and vibrant 
astketkrobofthe 
giant engines that 
Carried Tim through 
tkeair — 



OH, YOU WERE GOING TO 
BE A STEWARDESS, EH? 
WELL, MAYBE I CAM GIVE 
YOU SOME POINTERS ON 
PASSING THE EXAMS, 
THIS EVENING. LET'S 
TAKE A LITTLE WALK 
AND TALK ABOUT IT. 




OH, I'M SORRY, 
JEFF, BUT I'M 
BUSy TONIGHT. 
'BUT I'M NOT DOING 
ANYTHING 
TOMORROW 
NIGHT. 




Buijeff 
didn't respond 
to rrty hint of 
adateikenext 
night. 

He was ail IB 
ever dreamed 
of Someday 
-meeting, but 

Ididn't 
Seemtoie 
making much, 

progress 
with hint. 

Then the 

bell rang, 
and — 



Resignedly, 1 went to a movie 
With Vic. But J didn't see the 
picture. All I could see was 
Jeff's face flashing before me 
as I sat in (he dark of the 
theatre. 



REALLY WONDERFUL i BUT I -. 
COULDNTGETHIM TO ASK TO SEE 
ME TOMORROW NIGHT. I TRIED... 
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bhe next few 
days went by 
and Ism that 
Jean had fallen 
hard for Tom, 
and she was 
trying her 
■utmost to 
interest him. 

They saw each 
Other evert/ 
evening, but 
I'd heard 
nothing from 
Jeff. Then 
one night— 



OH, JEAN. IT'S 

HOPELESS. 
I TRIED 70 SET / 
HIM TO PATE 
ME THE OTHER 
NIGHT/ 




HELLO, JEFF. 
IT-IT'SGOOO 
TO SEE YOU 
AGAIN. 



IT'S TERKIFIC 
SEEING YOU AGAIN, 

ELAINE. LET'S 
DANK. 1VE ALWAYS 
WANTED TO WALTZ 
ON A RAINBOW, ANP 
WITH YOU IN MY ARMS 



Jeff—I Wonderfv2,ruggedly handsome, 
smiling Jeff was beside me again,! So 
many nights I'd lain awake dreaming 
of him, and now, my heart pulsated 
wildly at his nearness— 



THEN LET'S GO-' 
I'VE A LITTLE 
TWO-SFATEK ' 
PL AWE IN 
THE HANGAR.' 




'NOT SO FAST— 
I'M COMING.' 
GOLLY, JEFF-' 
l YOU TAKE MY 4 
BREATH 
AWAY.' 
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And tht% 
Jeff's lips mn 
•pressing mim, 
and then, 
high above 
the clouds, 
in the dark 
velvet of 
the night 

Sky, 
levecame 
to me/,„ 
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And shortly after, before my door, Jeff's 
lips found mine again and 1 returned his 
jfeiss, lingering in the sweet delight of 
his embrace.'Then — 



COUIB I SEE YOU * * ALL RIGHT, JEFF 
5ATUEPAY AFTERNOON, iTHATTi BE FINE. 
ELAINE? I'M FREE /SATUKPAy AFTERNOON, 
AND yOl) WON'T THEN. 
BE AT WORK 




That -night, 
J dropped off 

to sleep 
dreaming of 
Jeff, of the 
warm circle 
of his arms, 

the soft 
Strength of 

ki$ hps. 
I counted 
ike minutes 
till 
Saturday 
finally 
Came— 



LET'S SO GOLFING, \ GOLFING? OH, I--IP 
ELAINE, IT'S A SWELL \ BATHER PO SOMETHING 
PAY FOR IT AND WE I ELSE, JEFF. I WENT 
CAN RENT SOME VsOLFING ONCE AND, WELL, 
CLUBS AT THE J I HAP SUCH AN AWFUL 
COURSE. J TIME MAKING ANY SHOTS. 

NO MORE FOR ME .' 



mm. a 



sooo gosh, elaine, it takes 
practice anp time to get 1 
be goop at something uke 
Golf, you shoulpnt give up 
just because of that once, 
you've got to stick 
with it awhile.' 



"But 2 refused, Smilingly but firmly, 
Jeff broke into a grin, shrugged 
his shoulders, and — 




ALL RIGHT, ELAINE. 
THEN HOW ABOUT j 
A LITTLE 
BOWLING? 



THAT'S OKAY WITH 
ME, JEFF. I'VE 
NEVER. GONE 
BOWLING, BUT 

NOW'S AS GOOP 
A T/ME AS ANY 



But after we'd bowled for a 
little while, I saw 1 wasnt 
having much success. Jt 
wasnt coming easily to me 
and once again 1 had to stop, 
toquit — and so... 
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I ignored Jeffs puzzled little frown. My attitude 
disturbed him on the several -times vie dated 'after 
that- And One night at the amusement park... 



DON'T GIVE UP SO QUICKLY, ELAINE. 
YOU'LL.WINA RACE SOON AS VOU GET 
THE HANG OF MANIPULATING THESE 
LITTLE LEVERS. IT JUST TAKES 
A LITTLE PRACTICE. 



But there were other moments in my evenings 
with Jeff, moments when my doorstep became 
a. magical garden and the air was permeated 
With the scent cf a thousand rosebuds ...and 
romance! 
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Yes, 
Jean was right:.. 
J wasgi ving up on 
Jeff, even though the 
jnerert recollection 
of our moments 
together filled my 
eyes with tears 
and my heart 
■with anew 
Upsurge of love . 

The next evening, 
wh«n Tom came 
to dinner, my 
heart leaped ft> 
See a straight, 
tall form beside 
him, and ... 



I never did 
answer, for at that 
moment the- door 
opened and Vic 
Stood watting 
for me. It was 
plain that I'd 
■made a date 
With him. 

As I walked, 
out with him 
I looked back air 
Jeff. J noticed, 
ike grim line 
about his Zips, 
and my heart 
writhed — 



IF JEFF HAP CAREP, HE WOULP 
' HAVE PROPOSED, tOO... OR LET ME 
■ KNOW HE INTENDED TO. JEAN HASN'' 
REALLY GONE WITH TOM ANY LONGER 1 
THAN X HAVE WITH JEFF. BUT IT 
JUST WASN'T MEANT TO — ^ 
BE FOR WE.' (SOB) 




/ I HAD TO MAKE AN 
/ EMERGENCY FLIGHT TO 
/ THE COAST FOR A FEW 
PAYS. 1 DIDN'T HAVE 
I TIME TO EVEN £ALL >DUj 
V DID YOU MISS ME? ' 
> TELL THE TRUTH, 
V NOW. 




1 tried to find 
Justification 
for my behavior— 
pitying myself for 
my misfortune. 

J refused to 
face the reat 
reason for my 
failure to win 
Jeff's heart. 

After thai, Jeff 
really dropped 
away. J went back 
to the job I hated, 
and to dull 
Vic — 




The evening 
with Vic was 
not merely doll, 

but even 
torturous as 

I recalled 
Jeff's injured 
expression. 
And when 
I returned to 
the apartment, 
Jean's eyes were 
aglow with 
the beam of 
happiness 
in her 
heart-' 
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Resignedly, 
J accepted my 
life as such. 
Stilt refusing 
to go after the 
things I 
■wanted. 
I just clung 
to my dreams 
of Jeff and (he 
love now still 
and dormant 
in the hardening 
core of my heart. 

Then, as her 
wedding day drew 
near, Jean moved 
from the 
apartment— 



YOUU FIND 
^ANOTHER ROOM- 
MATE, DARLING- 
NOW, DONT FOROET 
—THE WEDDING 
IS AT FIVE THURSDAY. 
YOU'RE MY MAID OF 
' HONOR. SO YOU'D 
BETTER BE AT MY 
PLACE AROUND 
THREE 




And so when 
Thursday came, 
I was at the 
church with Jean- 
her Maid of 

Honor. 
Jeff was Tom's 

Best Man. 
It was a lovely 
wedding and 
finally I found 
myself beside Jeff 
as we watched 
JeanandTbmrun. 
from the church 
under a hail 
of rice — 



YOU DID? WELL,\ STOPPED ME? YOU 
WHAT STOPPED 1 J STOPPED ME, ELAINE 
YOU FROM YOU DID NOTHING TO 
MAKING IT ) SHOW ME HOW YOU REALLY 
THAT WAY? / FELT, THE WAY JEAN DID 



YES, YOU'RE A QUITTER, ELAINE - A KIND OF 
COWARD, AFRAID TO MAKE AN EFFORT FOR 
ANYTHING BECAUSE YOU MIGHT FAIL. AND, 
ONCE YOU HAVE FAILED ON SOMETHING... 
THEN YOU'RE REALLY THROUGH .' 
SO I HAD THOUGHT IT BEST 
IF WE WERE REALLY THROUGH .' 




I stood 
■bStre watching 
Jeff walk away, 
my cheeks 
Hot while 

his words 
seared into 
my heart. 

They were wards 
that had hrcwght 
mfacetofact 
with myself 
andnowlcould 
no longer 
h ide from. 

the 
iruth- 




ROMANTIC STORY 




As He days 
■passed, and 
I fingered Sit, 
fragments of my 
broken heart 
andrecaUed 
the undying 
echo of Jeff's 
lashing words. 

I knew 
that I had 
io change*. 



J left Howard Silks and Vic 
Saunders behind nteand went 
to Consolidated Airlines. I 
retook Vie test for Stewardess 
and— r 



I YOU'VE PASSED, MISS 



ARMEK. YOU'LL BEGIN YOUR TRAINING] 
TO BE A STEWARPESS IMMEDIATELY. 
CONGRATULATIONS. YOU HAP AN 
EXCEPTIONALLY HIGH SCORE 
ON THE EXAMINATION. 




YES, JEFF... I'VE ELAINE — 
STOPPED GIVING 1 THERE WAS 
UPON THINGS. J SOMETHING 
EVERYTHING V\ DIDN'T TELL 
YOU TOLD ME, , *k YOU THAT DAY, 
JEFF... WELL, \ SOMETHING 
IT WAS ALL TRUE.' I'VE LEARNED 




I went into 
training, and though 
it was hard enough 
work, 1 stayed with it, 
"knowing far the first 
time the wonderful 
feeling of making an 
effort at something. 

Bat husyaslwas, 
Jeff still stayed in 
my every thought. 

And then one day, 
I was assigned to a 
plane. 1 reported 
to the pilot, 
and — 



IT'S THAT I'VE X JEFF, MY 
NEVER STOPPED \ DARLING- 
CARING, ELAINE. II LOVE YOU 
I'LL NEVER BE J SO MUCH 
ABLE TO rf MORE THAN 
STOP. )\ WORDS COULD J 
SAY.' 



f JEFF'S GONE FOREVER, NOW, BUT 
T LEAST I CAN TRY MAKING AN 
r TO LIVE AS I'D LIKE TO. 
BUT FIRST I'M LEAVING 
HOWARD SILKS .' 





Tien Twos in his arms, clinging tightly to 
him, my tips responding to his hiss. Save 
was minedgainandmyhearivfassoaring 
high once more! It would always be from 
»™' on, for Pa ' learned ' to live, to try ... 
to hold courage in the heart/ 

OH. ELAINE, MY LOVE — .') YES, JEFF.MY DARLING,' 
WE'LL BE MARRIED IN 7aNP WE'LL FLY SIDE E 
BERMUDA AND MAKE J SIDE THROUGH LIFE.' 
THIS A HONEYMOON 
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EMPTY ARMS 



By Joseph Millard 



THE stage director jumped up from his 
chair in the wings. "You got it, kids. 
That'll be all for today's rehearsal. Keep that 
atmosphere of emotional tension when we 
open next week and we'll have Broadway in 
our hip pockets." 

Slowly, reluctantly, Marylin Dee straight- 
ened and let her arms drop to her sides. She 
was trembling and it seemed that the violent 
pounding of her heart must betray her to all 
the cast. At the first words of the director, 
Ralph Edson had released his embrace. One 
moment his arms were around her, enclosing 
her slim figure. The next moment he had 
stepped back, his face expressionless. There 
was no more emotion in his eyes than there 
had been in his embrace. It was theatre and 
nothing more. The script read: He takes her 
in his arms. When the script said to let go, 
Ralph let go with no regret. 

Marylin Dee choked back a sob that caught 
in her throat. As far as Ralph Edson was con- 
cerned, she was merely a feminine lead to be 
wooed in front of the footlights and forgotten 
completely in the wings. All her slim love- 
liness, her dark and arresting beauty was 
no more to Ralph than a well-designed bit 
of scenery. 

"Oh, Ralph," Marylin's aching heart whis- 
pered, "why can't you see me as a real person 
just once? Why can't your arms tighten when 
they hold me, or your lips come alive for that 
last stage kiss? But you even avoid looking 
into my eyes when we stand together, as if 
you even disliked the necessity." 

The director was facing them. "We'll have 
a complete run-through tomorrow night. 
We'll start early and quit early. Wear any 
old thing you want to for this rehearsal." 

Ralph gave a stiff nod. "Good night, Mary- 
lin. Good night, all." He went on out through 
the stage door, his manner almost that of a 
man hurrying away from something distaste- 
ful. 

Undressing for bed that night, Marylin 
stared at herself in the mirror- What was 
wrong with her? Why did Ralph seem to 
dislike her? Had she given away her secret 
adoration in some manner that frightened 
him? It was known that Ralph Edson was 



shy around girls. His name had never been 
linked with that of any feminine lead, yet 
normally he bantered with the cast and was 
popular with everyone. It was only since 
Marylin won the leading part in his new 
comedy romance that he had seemed to change, 
to tighten up, to withdraw into some secret 
shell of reserve. 

She threw herself across the bed, letting 
the tears come. "Oh, Ralph, I'm so crazy in 
love with you that it hurts all the time. Why 
can't you at least act as if I'm alive?" 

She sat up suddenly. "The director! said to 
wear any old thing for tomorrow night's run- 
through. I'll pretend I'm on my way to a 
party somewhere and wear that new strapless 
evening gown. If he won't at least look at me 
then, or show some emotion when he takes me 
in his arms there on the stage, I ! ll know it's 
hopeless." 

Marylin spent hours before her mirror the 
next afternoon. When at last she came through 
the door of her apartment house, a man going 
by whistled shrill appreciation and two cabs 
raced to be first at her signal. The staid door- 
man fell over himself to help her into the 
winning cab and stood holding his cap after 
they had pulled away. A sense o£ triumph 
flooded her. Tonight she would force Ralph 
Edson to notice her if she had to faint in 
his arms. 

^S she came through the stage door, a chorus 
of whistles went up from the assembled 
cast. Danny Layton, the second lead, fanned 
himself. "Somebody call the fire department. 
She's going to have this place in flames any 
minute, wearing that outfit." 

Ralph turned from talking to 'the director. 
For a moment his eyes went wide and she 
thought at first he was going to rush to her 
side. Then, his face suddenly pale, he turned 
quickly away. He spoke to the director a 
moment and then reached for his hat. "I'm 
sorry., everybody, but — but I'm not feeling 
well tonight. You'll have to carry on as best 
you can without me. I'll be all right for dress 
rehearsal tomorrow. Sorry!" And before Mary- 
lin's shocked, horrified gaze he fairly bolted 
out the stage door into the darkness. 
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The cast stared. Sylvia Day said, "What got 
into him? He was gay as a lark five minutes 
ago?" 

Heartsick and bitter, Marylin ran through 
her lines dully as they finished a half-hearted 
practise. She was leaving, her shoulders sag- 
ging, her eyes misted, when the anger began 
to grow in her. Suddenly she straightened. 
"He can't go on doing this to me. I'm going 
to get to the bottom of this right now." 

She caught a cab and gave the number of 
Ralph's apartment hotel. All the way through 
the early evening crowds and traffic, she sat 
in the edge of the seat, her fists clenched, her 
face grim. This would be a showdown. If she 
was that distasteful, then it was time to retire 
from the cast and let someone else take over. 
There would be other leads open. But first 
she would face Ralph Edson and force him 
to explain his crazy actions. 

A DAZZLED desk clerk let her sail past 
without demanding that she first send up 
her name. A moment later Marylin stepped 
from the elevator and pushed the buzzer be- 
side Ralph's door. Now her first flood of anger 
was evaporating and she found herself trem- 
bling at the very thought of facing Ralph. 
Then her own dark despair rose to lend her 
strength. 

The door opened and Ralph stared at her 
dazedly. His face was haggard, his hair mussed 
as if he had plowed nervous fingers through 
it in moments of stress. Color flooded his face 
and then drained out, leaving him pale. "Y- 
you," he stammered. "I — I can't talk to you 
now. Please go away. See me tomorrow . . ." 

"No," Marylin said sharply and took a deter- 
mined step forward. Automatically, Ralph 
stepped back and she pushed the door out of 
his limp hands and stepped through. "There's 
something wrong about us and I think I'm 
entitled to know what it is, Ralph Edson. Why 
do you act as if just the sight of me was 
poison? If you can't bear me, even on the 
stage, then it's time I got out. But I think 
I've given enough of myself to the play to 
deserve at least an explanation. Why do you 
dislike me so intensely?" 

"Dislike you?" Ralph whispered. "Oh, good 
Lord, Marylin — if you only knew the truth." 

"I'm going to know it," Marylin said flatly. 
4 'I went to know all of it now— tonight — be- 
fore I leave here. What have I said or done 
to upset you so that you run away the moment 
I appear?" 

He wet his lips. Staring at him, Marylin 
felt herself shaken by the same desperate 



hunger for his arms, the same yearning to 
feel the pressure of his lips on hers. She 
thought wildly, they call the theatre a world 
of make-believe, but they have no idea how 
make-believe it can be. For three months Ralph 
has held me in his arms each night; for three 
months he has kissed me at the climax of 
each rehearsal. Yet never once in all that 
time have I felt his arms or known the sweet 
fire of his lips. 

"Marylin," Ralph groaned. "Please stop this. 
You don't understand at all. Of course you've 
upset me. You upset me by being anywhere 
near me, by looking so lovely and desirable. 
You drive me half mad night after night when 
you step into my arms and raise your lips and 
I know it's only pretense, only part of a script 
some fool with a typewriter dreamed up to 
torment mortal flesh." 

"Ralph," she cried. "What are you trying 
to say?" 

The room was spinning, the pound of blood 
suffocating in her throat. 

"It isn't what I'm trying to say," Ralph 
cried. "It's what I've been trying not to say. 
I'm in love with you, Marylin. I'm so wildly, 
madly in love with you that I can't go on 
looking at you and reciting love-talk and tak- 
ing you into my arms when it's all a mockery 
and a sham." 

She wanted to laugh and she wanted to cry 
and she did a little of both, standing there 
in the foyer of the apartment with her empty 
arms half -lifted. "Why didn't you say so?" 
she sobbed. "Why didn't you let me know? 
Couldn't you see that I was suffering the same 
torments night after night? I've done every- 
thing but hit you over the head to make you 
see my love." 

"You mean . . . ?" Then he took a step and 
his arms were around her, tight and fiercely 
possessive. "Oh, my darling, how could I 
know? You're the most beautiful, the most 
desirable creature in all the world. What right 
had I to think you wouldn't laugh at me? You, 
who could have the world at your feet . . ." 

"My dearest one," Marylin whispered and 
her hand went up to smooth the rumpled hair, 
to press him closer. "You're all the world to 
me, but I don't want you at my feet. I want 
you here in my arms — always." 

^HEN their lips met. and there was no sham, 
no pretense, no theatrical make-believe in 
the fire that blazed up to weld lips and hearts 
together into one, forever indivisible, forever 
warm. 

THE END 
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soyce casually dropped the worp 
u" longshoreman "as if she were 
Repeating the name of a 
respectable profession 



A L- LONGSHOREMAN. 'YOU 
MUST BE JOKING. 1 HAVE 
YOU GONE COMPLETELY ) HEY, 
MAP ?A VAN ALTON ./BEAUTIFUL.' 
WITH A-A — ! X=T I LIKE YOUR 
TASTE 
ART 




JUST BECAUSE PADDY WAS SILLV 
ENOUGH TO DISSIPATE OUR INHERIT- 
ANCE BEFORE HE DIED IS NO 
REASON TO ROLL IN 
THE GUTTER.' 



CJTANLEY HAP ALWAYS BEEN THE 
^"CONVENIENT" ES^IRT FOR ME... 
^THE ONE WHO COULJ BE CALLED 
ON IN ANY EMERGENCY. COMPARING 
HIM WITH JOYCE'S LONGSHOREMAN 
AS THEY WERE BEING INTRODUCED 
ONLY ACCENTED THE IMPORTANCE 
OF BREEDING TOME- 




I'VE HEARD OF THIS 
PLACE, BEAUTIFUL .' 
THEY CHARGE YOU 
AN ARM AND A LEG 
FOR A MEAL, 
THOUGH .' 




THEY'VE JUST 
BROUGHT IN A 
NEW VINTAGE OF 
CHAMPAGNE WHICH 
VOU SIMPLY MUST 
TRY, CAROL 



TAKE YOUR ELBOWS OFF THE 
TABLE SO THE WAITER CAN 
-< PUT SOMETHING DOWN, 
PETER .' 




ylETER MOVED HIS LARGE FRAME ACROSS THE FLOOR 
WITH SURPRISING GRACE WHILE JOYCE BEAMED 
HAPPILY IN HIS ARMS. A WAVE OF IRRITATION 

TIGHTENED MY LIPS IN DISAPPROVAL. - . 
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Stanley's droning voice 
"was lost in my welter 

Of THOUGHTS 



{Besting ON his arm, Ml hand could 

\£ FCEL HIS HARD, MUSCULAR FIRMNESS. 
I BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND HOW HE COULD 
TURN A YOUNG GIRL'S HEAD BV HIS 
MAGNETIC MASCULINITY * 
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wa6 suddenly aware of a 
truck slithering up to the 
cubs alongside of us and a 
loup rauc0u5 voice ihundereo 
in our direction 




.ORTIFIED AND SICK AT HEART BY PETER'5 BOORI5H 
ANTICS, t WHIRLED ON HIM WITH ALL MY CLAWS SHOWING. 



HOW PARE YOU HUMILIATE US LIKE 
THAT ? SCREAMING LIKE A 
BANSHEE AT TRUCK PRlVERS 
IT'S QUITE OBVIOUS THAI 
NOT EVEN CORRECT 



WHAT'S EATING 
YOU ? THEY HAPPEN 
TO BE FRIENDS 
OF MINE .' 




FRIENDS OF YOURS, 
I HAVE NO DOUBT. 
BUT CERTAINLY--- 
NO FRIENDS 
OF MIME.' 




I WAS BROUGHT UP TO 
SAY HELLO TO FRIENDS 
NO MATTER WHAT KINp 
OF CLOTHES PM WEARING - 
OR THE KIND OF TRUCKS . 



PETER — 
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WITH SOMEONE 
I REGARDED A 
HOOLIGAN, AND 
MY ONLY 
r.SKTiOK 
WAS THAT THE 
INCIDENT WASN'T 
LOST ON JOYCE. 
BUT IT WAS ONLY 
THE SE£5ISHI:>ie, 
SHORTLY AFTER, 

WE WERE 
SEATED FOR 
PlNNHR. AM?,.. 



jSlIT THE CROWNING INSULT CAME LIKE A 
"'BOLT OUT OF THE BLUE WHEN ONE OF THE 
MAIDS CAME STAGGERING IN. WITH A 
HEAVILY-LADEN TRAY 



I UNDERSTAND YOU'SE 
CONNECTED WITH SHIPPING, 
MR. BARKER .' 





<l?HE 

EMBARRASSED* 

SILENCE 
WHICH HUNG 
OVER THE 
ROOM WAS 
SO THICK, IT 
COULD HAVE 

BEEN CUT 
WITH A KNIFE. 
THE GAPING 

STARES 
MADE ME 

WISH I 
COULD SINK 

THROUGH 
THE GROUND 
TO BURY MY 
HUMILIATION.. 




/TIlL THE PENT-UP FURY WHICH 

HAD, BEEN ACCUMULATING 
AGAINST PETER DURING THE EVE- 
NING FOUND AN OUTLET AS SOON 
AS WE ARRIVED HOME 



I NEVER SAW A MORE DISGUSTING 
EXHIBITION OF BAD MANNERS IN 
ALL MY LIFE. JOYCE— YOU 
MUST TELL HIM WHAT 
HAS TO BE SAID.' 
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Sin THE MEANTIME 1 KMEW 
v WHAT X HAP TO PO. SOON I 
FOUND MYSELF AT THE DOCKS 
FACIN5 PETER'S STOKV 
EXPRESSION 




